THERE LAY THE CITY
the neck.    I'll carry  you  upstairs."
" No," she said, "no, you mustn't, I'll walk,'*
" She shouldn't walk," the doctor interrupted.
" Of course not, doctor    Come on, Judy."
I lifted her out of the car, while the doctor
fetched the bag and switched the lights out and I
carried her slowly up the two and a half flights of
stairs to the garret and laid her frail body on the bed.
And the doctor------still in his pink and white pyjamas,
and with his gold-rimmed spectatcles, sat down beside
her and he took her pulse
" What   happened ? "   he   said   after   a   while.
I explained briefly that she was upset and that
she fainted at a party and again in the car.
" There's nothing wrong," he said to Judy,
" Just a little exhaustion. Or an emotional upset,
perhaps. But one must be careful. You'll have to
be quiet and rest. Better if you slept here tonight."
He said this in the most ordinary, matter of fact
way, speaking like a medical man rather than an
inverted prude.
" Can you do that ? " he continued in that same
medical tone, addressing his question to Judy as
much as to me.
" Would you like to do that ? " I asked her,
because I knew that more than anything else she
should be allowed to do as she felt. Probably she'd
like to be with Johnnie, I thought.
" Yes," she meekly replied
" That's nice," the doctor intervened, smiling at